32                 RICHARD MANSFIELD

went away he would delight his mother with a repetition
of the visit, imitating them to the slightest, detail, broad-
ening the lines and heightening the colours with a mar-
vellous sense of burlesque.

At sixteen Richard had much of the maturity of a man
of age. He spoke English, French, and German, and
without any trace of accent. He had some decent smat-
tering of Latin and Greek, and he was equal to a crude
conversation or a letter in Italian, Spanish, or Russian,

He lived at a continual banquet of music and song,
and rich were the crumbs that he picked up. lie learned
to play the piano and the violin, he sang from the operas,
and was equal to an imitation of most of the living artists
of note. He absorbed what was said when he did not
talk, though he appeared not to listen, and busied himself
with a pencil, sketching nervously on any scrap of paper
under his hand.

He had likewise attained a kind of maturity in growth,
though he was never a tall man, and easily passed among
his immediate seniors as a youth their own age. Ambition
and his own restless activity were soon again whispenng
the question of a career, It became a continual topic be-
tween him and his mother. The choice lay between the
employment of his budding talent for painting, his re-
markable though uncultivated voice, his genius for music,
and a certain practical leaning to a commercial career.
There was no suggestion of acting. Early in 1873 cir-
cumstances offered him an opportunity to make the first
of those experiments which later discovered to him his
real vocation.

Among the homes where he was welcome was that of
the merchant prince, Eben D. Jordan, whose children
were of about Richard's own age. Together they oftenve admitted that
